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1 . I Swear It Was An Accident 
**Prompt: "I swear it was an accident."** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>She ' s not exactly sure how it happened, all she knows is that one 
moment she was talking to Cynthia Rose and Ashley, and then the next 
there was a loud, audible gasp and the beer that was supposed to be 
in her cup was on Aubrey. <p> 

Okay, she knows her first instinct should be spouting a profound 
apology, but sue her if her mind went straight to the gutter because 
when soaked through, Aubrey's blue shirt clung deliciously well on 
the blonde's body. 

She was raised right. She knew she should be apologizing. 

So_ why _were the first words out of her mouth, "I swear it was an 
accident . " 

Aubrey, Ashley, and Chloe all stared at her in disbelief, while 
Cynthia Rose looked on like it was the best damn show she'd ever come 
across . 

Aubrey merely grunted in response, and in a way that Stacie had only 
ever imagined in slow motion, started to unbutton her soaked shirt, 
and if Aubrey sporting a tight, wet button-down shirt had stirred 
Stacie's want, watching her peel said shirt off was a whole other 
level of hot. 



She's sure she could stop staring at one point. 


"Stop staring." Ashley hissed. 

Stacie would've answered falsely, but then Aubrey revealed herself to 
be wearing a tight black tank top, and there was no point lying. She 
took the cup from Aubrey's hand and drank it down to keep from 
implicating herself. 

Aubrey turned to Chloe, and lifted her shirt. "This needs to soak. 

And I'm all wet." 

Okay, that wasn't fair. Stacie bit her lower lip, because __oh so many 
_things she could say to that. 

Chloe smiled in sympathy at Aubrey, and nodded. "Want me to go with 
you? " 

"I'll be fine." Aubrey shook her head, and turning to the rest of the 
Barden Bellas, gave them a faint smile, her gaze lingering on Stacie 
a beat longer than with anyone else. "Enjoy your night." 

Stacie watched her go, until she realized her friends were all 
looking at her. "What?' 

"Honestly, I expected you to be smoother." Ashley admitted. 

Stacie frowned. "What?" 

"Throwing your beer at her?" Chloe reminded. "That wasn't nice." 

"I didn'ta€|" Stacie turned to Cynthia Rose, who only nodded. Her 
expression went from confused to horrified. "_No_. " 

"And you just kept staring, " Cynthia Rose added. "Girl probably 
thinks you threw that cup on purpose." 

Stacie couldn't scramble out of her chair and out of the room fast 
enough, catching up with Aubrey just outside the building. She 
grabbed the girl's arm, forcing her to turn, and Stacie would have 
killed whoever put such a sad face on Aubrey's expression except she 
knew it was her fault. "I'm sorry. That wasn'ta€| I didn'ta€| It was 
an accident . " 

"You've said . " 

"No, I mean," Stacie shook her head. "Synaptic misfire. I wanted you 
out of that shirt and I guess my handaC | " Stacie frowned as she 
finished her sentence feebly, "took matters in its own handsaC | I 
swear I make more sense than this usually." 

Aubrey blinked, her expression now a lot less sad and more confused. 
"You wanted me out my shirt?" 

Stacie's eyes widened in mortification. "I swear I'm not a 
perv . " 

"And then what?" 

Say what now? Stacie blinked. "Huh?" 



"Mission accomplished." Aubrey lifted her damp shirt. "Now 
what ? " 

Stacie gaped at her, because _what_? 

Aubrey smiled faintly, and nodded. "You think about that, because 
beer smells foul when left out, and I wouldn't mind smelling like a 
brewery but we're clearly going to have to go out so I can teach you 
how to choose your beer, because this cheap stuff is disgusting and 
I'm just soaked in it." 

Stacie had to smile. "Are you asking me out on a date?" 

"Well, you've already tried and succeeded to get me to take off my 
clothes , soa€ i " 

She's pretty sure she's skipping ahead so many steps, but for all her 
daydreaming she'd never imagined Flirty Aubrey, and her mouth tastes 
of the caramel-tinged beer she'd been drinking and Stacie can't help 
but wonder what Aubrey tastes like without the beer. And by the way 
Aubrey's kissing her back, she clearly doesn't mind the way Stacie 
had stolen her drink earlier. 

When they break the kiss, panting softly, Aubrey can't help but ask, 
"synaptic misfire?" 

Stacie grinned. "Wish fulfillment." 


2 . Candles 
**Prompt: Candles** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"So, " Stacie began hesitantly, because it's not every day you run 
into your sort-of ex in some random town and end up having coffee 
with her, and there were some pressing questions that she can't help 
but ask, "Chloe said you were engaged to some guy."<p> 

Aubrey rolled her eyes. "FuckingaC | _Chloe_. " 

Stacie raised an eyebrow, because Aubrey rarely cursed in expletives, 
and never about Chloe. 

"No, I'm not engaged," Aubrey informed her, spitting out the word as 
if the idea was vile. "I was dating this guy, buta€ i " 

Stacie waited. 

Aubrey took a moment, trying to come up with an accurate summation of 
her ex-boyfriend, maybe one without having to revert to cursing and 
expletives, but failed to find the words. So instead she shook her 
head, and let the topic die there. She looked up at Stacie. "I'd ask 
about you, but considering you're, well, _you_, anda€"" 

"What do you mean?" Stacie interrupted, frowning. "What, because I 
like to sleep around, that automatically means I still just hook up 
with the next hot guy or girl that crosses my path, is that 



it?" 


Aubrey, obviously taken aback by the vehemence in Stacie's tone, 
blinked blankly at her, before slowly elaborating. "Because you're 
smart and nice and really pretty, and anyone would be lucky to have 
you . " 

Which, okay, she knew those weren't a declaration of love, or 
anything, but Stacie can admit that knowing Aubrey still thought 
those things about her kind of made her heart flutter a little. She 
sighed. "I don't know. Dating's not as fun as it used to be, and work 
keeps me swamped almost all the time, with this patent and another 
one pending." 

"I know," Aubrey agreed. "At one point you just kind of take what 
comes along, and stop holding out for true love, or 
whatever . " 

"_Right_?" Stacie nodded. She paused, and then chuckled softly, 
shaking her head. "God, I wish college freshman me knew she'd end up 
kind of dating you for a while. It would've blown her mind." 

"Why?" Aubrey asked, taking a sip from her cup of coffee, deciding 
not to pick up on the fact that Stacie had used the term 'dating' for 
whatever had gone on between them during her senior year in 
college . 

"Well, you already know I had the biggest crush on you." Stacie 
pointed out. "But freshman me had no idea the sex would've been off 
the charts." 

"Because I was uptight and a pain in the ass?" Aubrey guessed. 

"More along the lines that I thought you were _way_ out of my 
league . " 

"_I_ was out of _your_ league?" Aubrey repeated incredulously. "You 
had everyone lining up just for a chance for you to _look_ at them. 
And I know what you girls thought about my love life, by the way, and 
I'm pretty sure you all thought I was holding out for magical true 
love sex . " 

Stacie snorted indelicately. "Magical true love sex? What is that, 
you and me having soft-focus lovemaking on silk sheets and crushed 
velvet pillows, in a room full of lit candles, with violins or Barry 
White playing in the background?" 

Aubrey paused, and gave her a curious look. "That'sa€| an _elaborate_ 
scenario . " 

Stacie nudged her with her foot, embarrassed. "Shut up." 

"No, that came really quickly to you." Aubrey teased. 

Stacie looked down at her cup, unwilling to look Aubrey in the 
eye . 

"a€|And sounds a lot like soft-core porn." Aubrey mused, making 
Stacie snap her head back up, because _what_? Aubrey grinned. "Why 
does 'magical true love sex' bear a resemblance to soft-core porn to 



you? " 

"Oh my God, _shut up_. " Stacie groaned, before she paused and looked 
at Aubrey. "Why do you know what soft-core porn looks like?" 

"I have needs." Aubrey shrugged. 

Stacie arched an eyebrow in intrigue, and leaned forward, teasing, 
"Tell me more." 

Aubrey laughed, because _now_ they were playing. "So does this mean I 
should be investing in crushed velvet pillows?" 

Stacie tilted her head to the side, and while she knew she'd been the 
one to open this can of worms, had to ask, "Are you saying you want 
us to have magical true love sex?" 


3 . Green 

**Prompt: Green** 

warning: Pop culture references abound. 

[note: thank you for the reviews and the follows, dear readers.] 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Maybe she should have asked if she could have veto power on her 
dress . <p> 

Or asked if all the bridesmaids were wearing the same dress. 

Because Aubrey had thought she'd looked _okay_, in the teal dress 
that was to be the color of the wedding party. It wasn't the most 
flattering of dresses, and there were sleeves, and ruffles, and weird 
Celtic embroidery she couldn't help but wonder about, but she'd 
looked _okay_. But now, as she sighted the Maid of Honor, she had to 
stop and reconsider, and, okay, maybe the green dress just looked 
that much better on some other people. 

She wanted to hate the girl, really, and she could admit that she 
did, those first ten seconds upon meeting her contemporary, but she'd 
been so nice and had been her only accomplice so far this weekend, 
wrangling the bride- and groom-to-be to their respective duties, and 
even Aubrey had ended up handing the other girl a sandwich and drink 
on Friday night after the rehearsal dinner, because as Maid of Honor, 
and the liaison between the bridal party and the wedding planner, 
she'd barely gotten to eat. They were a _team_, now. 

Stacie smiled at her as Aubrey joined her at the front of the room, 
and gave her an appreciative once-over. "Nice dress." 

Aubrey rolled her eyes at the obvious lie. 

Stacie laughed. "That's what you get for trusting a bride and her 
mother with the dresses." 

"Sure, laugh. I can't believe anyone paid for this dress." 



Stacie shrugged. "You're Best Man. Shouldn't you be all Marlene 
Dietrich-y in a dashing tuxedo number?" 

"Yeah, let's go ask the mother of the bride." Aubrey 
retorted . 

"Right." Stacie immediately backed down, because as Maid of Honor, 
she had witnessed firsthand just how much of the details had been 
controlled by her best friend's mother. She paused, and then turned 
back to Aubrey. "I'd still do you." 

Aubrey raised an eyebrow at her. "You're already Maid of Honor, 
Stacie. I'm pretty sure you get dibs on Best Man." 

Stacie made a face at her. "Maybe now I __don't_ want to sleep with 
the Best Man." 

"Suit yourself." Aubrey shrugged, and glanced around, searching for a 
clock. "That minister's taking his damn sweet time." 

"Did you just swear in a church?" 

"I'm a lapsed Christian _and _gay, I'm already on God's hit list." 
Aubrey replied. She glanced behind her, at the back of the altar, 
just to check, before turning back to face the doors. 

"Nondenominat ional . I might not go to hell, after all." 

Stacie grinned. "Why are they even getting married so soon, anyway? 
It's not like either of them are waiting for marriage for 


Aubrey glanced quest ioningly at her. 

"I live with Jenny, okay, and your best friend makes a lot of noise 
when he has sex." 

Aubrey grimaced. "I could have lived forever not knowing that about 
Brody . " 

"You're welcome." Stacie replied easily. She nudged Aubrey. "So? Any 
insider information on the whirlwind wedding?" 

"Maybe they're just that crazy about each other?" 

"Crazy is right." Stacie shook her head. She frowned at the sight of 
the crowd, and picked up on the earlier thread of conversation by 
making an idle observation. "Who the hell picks green as a wedding 
motif? " 

"Something about spring and growth and fertility, I don't know." 
Aubrey shook her head. "I spaced out when Brody explained it to 


"Why would anyone want to get married surrounded by green?" 

"Why do people get married, _at all_?" Asked the girl whose parents' 
divorce would be understated if called acrimonious. 

"I don't know." Stacie shrugged, since her own parents had divorced 
pretty amicably, but still put her off the whole concept of marriage. 



"Sex?" 


"Money, and an alliance between kingdoms." Aubrey agreed. 

"If that were still true, we could end up getting married today." 
Stacie noted. 

Aubrey paused, and turned to look quest ioningly at the taller 
girl . 

Stacie faltered, and explained slowly, "because of the medieval 
history of the wedding partya€|?" 

Aubrey raised an eyebrow. 

"Because the Maid of Honor and the Best Man are supposed to stand in 
for either member of the people supposed to get married, if they 
can't for some reason?" Stacie hastened to explain further, because 
_no way_ did she just imply she would marry Aubrey. Who she just met. 
And hasn't gone out on a date with. Or slept with. Or even _kissed_. 
"That's why there's a whole party of groomsmen and bridesmaids, so 
they can work down the line until the kings and queens can agree on a 
pair anda€"" She stopped when she saw Aubrey biting on her lip, 
obviously fighting to keep from smiling. She scowled at the other 
woman, realizing what had just happened. "That was mean." 

"I'm sorry!" Aubrey burst out laughing. "But I wanted to see how you 
were going to work your way out of that hole." 

Stacie pouted, and crossed her arms petulantly. "Now I _really_ don't 
want to sleep with you." 

"After saying we could get married?" Aubrey teased. 

"It's not nice to make fun of your possible bride, you know." 

"But you were adorable!" Aubrey protested. "Who knew the bride's hot 
best friend was a history geek?" 

"I hate you so much right now." 

"Good thing the alliance between our kingdoms isn't reliant on us 
liking each other." Aubrey shrugged. "Not that it mattered in 
medieval times." 

"I would _so_ send you off to war." Stacie muttered. 

"Not before I took you behind the castle and got you pregnant." 

Aubrey noted offhandedly. "Have to preserve the family line, you 
know . " 

Stacie couldn't help but smile, because _this_ was the witty banter 
that had kept her sane throughout the wedding weekend. Before she 
could say anything, however, there was some activity near the side 
doors, and one of the church people gave them a thumbs-up, indicating 
the minister was in the building. She exchanged a look with Aubrey, 
and they both set off to fetch their respective halves of the wedding 
party . 


It wouldn't be until much later, after the speeches and the dances 



and the bride and groom were whisked off to the airport to head to 
their honeymoon, that the Best Man and Maid Of Honor picked up where 
they had left off on their conversation; Stacie sidling up to where 
Aubrey stood talking to some of Brody's friends, and wordlessly took 
the blonde's hand and led her to the still-crowded dance floor, Jenny 
and Brody's friends all willing to continue the party even if the 
bride and groom were no longer present. 

Stacie smiled, noticing Aubrey had changed out of her bridesmaid 
dress at one point and into a f airly-conservat ive little black dress. 
"Couldn't stand it anymore?" 

"The thing itches." Aubrey reasoned. 

"Maybe I should have changed, too." Stacie mused. 

"No," Aubrey shook her head. "Green looks good on you." 

Stacie arched an eyebrow. 

"Brings out the color of your eyes." 

"You've noticed the color of my eyes?" Stacie asked, 
surprised . 

Aubrey shrugged, like that wasn't a big deal. She smiled at Stacie. 

"I asked Brody. He says the green's about renewal and the balance 
between head and heart a€" or, in their case, the investment banker 
and social worker." 

Stacie scrunched up her face. "That'sa€|" 

"And healthy relationships." Aubrey added. 

"This eyesore of a dress is supposed to represent all that?" 

"Jenny also said it's about pursuing new ideas." 

Stacie smiled softly, and mused, "This dress represents pursuing new 
ideas ? " 

Green also meant change and a new state of balance, but they didn't 
have to know that . 

"Well, to be fair, I think you look pretty good. Or you just look 
good in anything, I don't know." Aubrey let her voice trail off as 
she started to look away, before Stacie gently reached up and tilted 
her chin up to meet her gaze. 

Once she was sure she held Aubrey's gaze, she drifted her hand to cup 
Aubrey's jaw, her thumb brushing against her cheek, and Stacie 
wondered if she'd ever seen eyes as riveting as Aubrey's. "This dress 
is still hideous though." 

Aubrey had to smile. "I bet it'll look better on the hotel room 
floor . " 

Stacie laughed, and gave her a quick kiss. "We should try 
that . " 



Aubrey grinned. "Are you calling dibs?" 

"I guess I have to, 'cause we didn't get married today." 

"No, we didn't." Aubrey agreed, before leaning in close for another 
kiss. "I should buy you dinner first." 

"The sandwich you bought on Friday night counts." Stacie replied, 
briefly licking her lips, before moving in to kiss Aubrey some more, 
their kisses occasionally interrupted by sound sentiments. 

"At least one date." 

"I have your number from the planning checklist. I'll call you." 
After a series of quick kisses, Stacie pulled back, gazing at Aubrey. 
" You ' re right . " 

"Abouta€" ? " 

"This dress itches." 

Aubrey guessed, "Want me to help take it off?" 

"You know, I think I do." 


"Now?" 


Stacie nodded. "Let's go. 


End 
f ile . 



